The Tragedie 

He is within with two rruerend Fathers, 

Diuincly bent to meditation) 

And in no worldly futc Mould he be mou*d, 

Todrawhim from his holycxcrcife. 

Bnc. Return? good ^atesby to thy Lord again, 

Tell him tny (clfe,thc Maior and Citizens, 

In dee pc defignes and matters of great nsomcnr, 

No Iclfe importing then ourgencrall good, 

Are come to hauefome coferencc with his grace. 

Cat, Uetelihim whatyoufay my Lord. Exit. 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dally ing with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepeD nines: 

Not fleeping to ingroirc his idle body, 1 

But praying to inrich his watchful I foule. 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfclfc the foueraign tic thereon. 

But litre l feare we fhaii neucr winne him to it. 

Mai. Marry God forbid his grace iliouid fay vs nay. 

Enter Catesbj. 

Bhc. I feare he will, how now Catcsby, 

What fay cs your Lord ? 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to what end you haueaflcmbled 

Such troupes of Citizens to fpcake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before: 

My Lordjhc fearcs youmcancno good to him. 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coufen fhouid 
Sufpcft me thatlmeancnogood to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeft Jouc to him. 

And fo once more returncand tell his grace: Exit Catesbj. 

JPnen holy and deuout religious men, 

Areat their beads, tis hard to draw them hence. 

So fwcct is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich. and two Bijhops aloft. 

Maior. Sec where he (lands betweene two Ciergimen, 

Bhc. Two props ofvertue for a Chriftian Prince: 

To day him front the fall of vanitie, 

IFamo 


of Richard the third. 

Famous Plantagcnct,moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourablc cares to my requeft, 

A nd pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy deuotion and right Chrilhanzeale. 

Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfecch you pardon me, 

Who earned in the feruice of my God, 

Ncgleft the vifitation of my friends : 

But leaning this, what is your Graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which pleafer h God aboue, 

And all good men of this vngouernd lie. 

Gh . I do fufpeft , I hauc dene fome offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc. You hauemy Lord : would it pleafe your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

( 7 /tf.Elfewherforc breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Buc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
Thcfupreame Seate,the Throne maicfticall, 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

Thelineall glory of your royal! Houfc, 

To the corruption of a blcmiffit ftockc : 

Whilcft in thcmildcndTeofyour flcepic thoughts. 

Which here we waken toyour Countryes good: 

This noble He doth want his proper limbes, 

Her faccdcfac’t with fears of infamie. 

And almoll (houldred in this (wallowing gulph, 

Ofblind forgctfulncire and darkc obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite 

YourGracious felfc to rake on you the foucraigntic thereof 

Not as Proteftor , Stweward , Subftitute, 

Nor lowly Fa&orforan others gainc ? 

Butasfucceffiuely from blood to blood. 

Your right of birth , your Emperic, your owne : 

For this conferred with the Citizens, 

Your worfhipfuJI and very louing freinds, 

And by their vehement inftigation, 

in this iuft fute come I to mouc your Grace. 


